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* ſource of exalted pleaſure on Lurch. 


If Lu had been uniknagn to me, tes Pacm 
0 -Þ 3 REY . | 
of © Fain Virtuz” would have given me much 


a 2 | | leſs 


iv 
leſs pleaſure than it has; I ſhould then have read 
it only as an elegant deſcription of an ideal Being: 
but the many traits in your character, which bear 


a ſtriking reſemblance to the fineſt parts of his de- 


ſcription, bring that deſcription home to the Heart, 


- —— CE SS > EI ä —ä4ü— — — - 
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as the Picture of Truth, and not of Fancy. 


Every one who knows You, will join in the Pet's @ 


exclamation 


-þ 


« Can I think, the Guide of Heaven, 
« Hath ſo bountifully given, 

© Outward features, *cauſe He meant, * 
To have made leſs excellent, 
« Your divine part? al ſuppoſe 


« Beauty, Goodneſs doth oppoſe ; 
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Altho' fit ſubject for compariſun may be fund 


in Your Perſon; it is from the Pact's deſcription of 


* 


Like thoſe Fools, who do deſpair, 


To find Any, G22 d, and Fair? 


Rather, there I ſeck a mind 
21oft excelling, where I find 
God hath, to the body, lent 


Moſt-beſeeming Ornament. 


And I do believe it true, 

That, as we the Body view 
Nearer to Perfection grow: 

So, the Sau! herſclf doth Now : 
Others more and more exc.!l;ng, 


In her powers; as in her dwellins,” 
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the Mind and Behaviour, whence an idea, of 


perfect ſimilitude, ariſes in the imagination of 
Your moſt devoted 


30th May, 1785. 8 Aretephil. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


THE intention of this Pullicatian is, to diffuſe 
that pleaſure, which the Editor has enjoyed from 
the peruſal of Wither's Pol us, by promoting a 
Republication of the JUVENILIA, in caſe the Publick 
Curioſity ſhould be incitcd, to recover from ob- 
ſcurity theſe, almoſt forgotten, Poens. 


The Editor will venture to ſ:y that Tle Prem 
F AIX VIR TU e, The \Miftreſs of Philarcte.” con- 
tains a more perfect Syſtem of Femate Tuition 
than is any where elf: to be found. Duke's 


Pen flows as freely witi becoming piauie, as biting 


Satyre; and was always emplored in the cauſe of 
Virtue: here is, in bis Works, u common 
ſtrength of mind, and peculiarity of thought, © often 
molt apply CXprett, 


The 


Vit 


The Editor having mentioned, in the courſe of 
this Publication, Vither's HaLELULAH, he cannot 
reſiſt tranſcribing two pieces from it; The one an 
anniverſary ejaculation of a happy Couple: The 
other an annual Tribute to the Memory of a de- 

parted Friend. 


ce For anniverſary Marriage-days. 


Los, living, here are we 
As faſt united, yet, 

As when our Hands, and Hearts by Thee, 
Together, firſt were knit, 
And, in a thankful Sang, 

Now, ſing we will Thy Praiſe, 

For, that Thou doſt as well prolong 

Our eving, as our Days, 


Together we have now, 
Begun another year; 

But, how much time Thou wilt allow, 
Thou maks't it not appear. 


ix 
We, therefore, do implore, 
That live, and live, we may, 
Still fo, as if but one day more, 
Together we ſhould ſtay. 


Let caci of others weal:n, 


Preſerve a faith ſul care, 
And of each other's 7% and [featth 

As if one Soul we were. 

Such conſcience let us make, 

Eacu other nat to Zricve, 
As if we, daily, were to take 

Our Everlaſting- Leave. 


The fravarancſs, that ſprings 
From our corrug ted-Aiud, 

Or from thoſe troublous cutward-thinre, 
Which may diſtradt the mind; 
Permit Thou not, ch LORD, 
Our coniltant Love to ſhake ; 

Or, to diſturb our true accord; 


Or, make our hearts to ake. 


XxX 


But let theſe Fra:/ties prove 
Aﬀeftion's Exerciſe : 
And, that Diſcretion, teach our Love. 


Which wins the nobleſt prize. ) 


* 


So, Time, which wears away 


And rwins all things elſe, 
Shall fix our Love on Thee for aye, | 


In whom, Perfectien, dwells.” 


“For an anniverſary Funcral-day. 7 
The Day is now return'd 
Which in n«morial of my F; {nl 
(enen fult for her t mourn'd) 
To ſet apart I d. intend, 
Tis now a year, 3 
8 


Since i9r ny ear, 


! 


This yearly Nite was done; 
And, I as yet, 
Do nat forget 

My loſſes to bemoan, 


I rut 


Xt 


I mult indeed confeſs 
That (tho? to Love, itill, true I am) 
iy Paſſions now are leſs: 
And, that my Grief is not the ſame; 
For, Time aſlures 


More perfect cures, 


* 


When Sorrow woundeth man, 
Than all the pow'rs 
Ot Herbs and Flow'rs, 
Or Human Reajon can. 


Thy Name, oh Gop, I praiſe 
That, Thou, by Time, haft eas'd me ſo: 
For, doubtleſe, length of days, 
Without Thy Mercy, lengthens Moe. | | 
When I'hou doit pleaſe, x 
From Pain, to Eaſe, | 


We in a night return. 
And when we grieve, 
p Thou muſt relieve, 
Or, we {hall ever mourn, 


— 


xii 


That yearly Rite, therefore, 
Which to my Friend, my paſſion vow'd; 
Shall honour her the more, 
If, on Thy praiſe, it be beſtow'd, 
And, if this Day 
Will paſs away 
In thankful thoughts of Thee; 
Which once I meant 


To have miſpent, 
In Griets that ſruitleſs be. 


Nor is my Friend forgot 
Tho' thus I turn from her to Thee: 
The leſs I love her not, | 
Tho' now I ſing Thy love to me, 
Whilſt Thee I mind, 
In Thee I find 
My Friend again reviv'd: 
When her alone, | : | ; 
I think upon, 


I, for one dead, am griev'd. 


The 


X111 

The Virtues of this Friend, 

Within myſelf let me improve; 
And to that noble End, 

Cauſe her memorial me to move. 


For, if we ſtray, 

| From their Juſt-way, 

Whom we in Life approv'd;_ 
Thoſe whom we ſeem'd 
To have ellcem'd, 


We never truly lov'd 


| Loan, Iam drawing near, 
To her Eſtate whom I bemoan 
Yea, nearer by a year, 
Than when this duty laſt was done. 
And ſtill T come 
The farther from 
| The State I did deplore; 


As nearer to 
That State, I grow 
Which equa!s Rich and Poor, 


Vouchſafe, 


xiv 


- Vouchſaſe, oh Gop I pray, 
That hence remov'd When I ſhall be, 
In Thee behold I may, 
All thoſe that were belov'd of me, 
Yea, let none here, 
To me be dear, 
But thoſe whom ! ſhall find, 
Enjoy that Love, 
8 In Heaven above, 


Which they, on Earth, ſhould mind,” 


The Editor's Avocations do not admit him to 
undertake the Republication ot Wither's JuvENILIA 
but he would not heſitate to communicate his Copy 
to a proper Perſon for that purpoſe, 


* 


* 


* 


* 8 * x 
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THIS, almoſt ſorgotten Peet, GEORGE VV ITHER 
or Löther, was burn on 11 Jane 1588 and 
died A Xlay 1667, 


His early Works were much admired, as appears 


from the varicus c.itions of them 5; in his Fragmenta 


Prephetica, it is faid, that avout thirty thouſand 


copies © II. .1:tts” prin ed in 1618, were 
ſold in a few noahs; althe' this Prem is now 
ſcarcely to be fund: The Editor has two different 
Elitious of it in S. printed in 1521 : and another in 


the 429, Edition of the /umcrtun 2633. 


Tie JorkvIlta is a Colle. an of Prems, beſore 
publiſhed, wiliten by George Hier; the 189. 
Ed.ton is dated 1615: but it's Collection was of 


an earlier date viz 1022, in d. 


The Copy of the 82 Edition, in the Editor's 
policing wants the crete Ii cutispicce, which is 


* tin: 


2 


the T:tie-Page, but the following introductory verſes 
are prefixed to 4n/cs ſeript and whipt,” both in 
tie 85. Edition of 1022, and ihe 12. Edition of 16 33 


To the READER, 
Upon theſe Peen:s 


THESE jvrexitta (or theſe 57e er) 
Set forth in komely aud unpoliſht Ke, 

Let rone deſpiſe: For, whatioe'r they tem, 

f They have their fate, their aj, and their cen, 
And will be read; when thofe, more feeming wite, 

| Hllave for lefs uſe, and fhorter Deſtinies. 

. Nor read you them, with that cenſoticus eye, 

i As if you lock” | for curicu'lt Poe. 

; If that be ſought fer, others can afford 
Large Felumes, and with Art, far beiter flor'd. 


And, this our Autlar anſwers your delice, 


If for his riper Ibuurs you enquir?, 


— Here 


3 | 
Here, you ſnall ſce what Nature could impart, 
Ere he had Time, or Means, to compaſs Art: 
What Stratus a native nhoneſty could reach; 
What knowledge and what bolducts it can teach: 
And, that in Turn, a m. jeuy there is, 
Tho' malt. ed in diſpiſed /impicre/s. 


Among the Learn, this Author had no name, 
Nor did he this way think to purchaſe Fame; 
For, when he This compoſed, it was more, 
Than he had read in twice twelve months before; 
And by his latter ſtucies, ſome diſcern, 

That, firſt he writ, and then began to learn, 
Be't what it will; 'tis that, he means ſhall paſs, 
To ſhew how tooliſh, and how wiſe he was, 


No Criticł now, doth in theſe P:ems ſce, 
A blemiſh, or a ſcape, more ſoon than he : 
He knows as well as they, what ſcems amiſs 
In theſe [noventi:ns; and what childiſh is. 
He knows how far they diſter from thoſe lays, 
Py which the learned Peet hunts for praile : 


A2 "aa 


And wherein thok ablurdities do Tyr, 

Which (to their thinkin;) mar his Pop, 

And, yet, he will not mend them: For his rams 
Is loved more, and higher flyes his fame, 

By theſe deſpiſed Numbers, than their d 

Can raiſe them yet, who did his lines deride. 
And, that his fatter will be ptiz'd, he knows ; 
When their fil'd language out of faſhion grows. 


T bus therefore, uncorrected and untrim'd, 
nA have theſe Pers, as they firſt were limn'd: 
Which (tho' ſome may diflike) ſome will approve, 
For, many men will leave a pruned Grove, | 
And curious Garden-allies, to go ſee, 

Mat pleaſures in untilled Mountains be: 
And much delight in Woods to take the ſhade, 
Ob artieſa Aibours, by rude Nature made. 


Beſide; as there be many men, who long 


To ſce of what complexion being young 


Their Bodies were; and to that purpoſe: ſave, 
VUnalter'd, thoſe thcir Pictures which they have. 
86 
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So, he, thus having drawn (as here you find) 


In childiſh years the picture of his ind, 

| Unalter'd, leaves it; that in time to come, 

It may appear now much he changeth from 
Tie fame he was: And, that, beſcen it may, 
How he amen d, 5r5ws 4e, or keeps a. Hay. 
Then, whether ac could better this or no, 


His purpole is, lame other way to ſhow, 


It is not eaſy to determine what the JUVENILIA 
properly comprehends; The Editions of 1622 and 
1073 agree, in lettering the ſheets ſucceſſively from 
« Avufes flript and wt to the end of The 
„ Shepnerd's Hunting:“ in the Edition of 1633, the 
pages are continued to the ex of + Fidelia z”? but 


not lettered, and its particular Title-Page is dated 


1022: in the Edition of 1522 Celia“ is nei- 
ther lettered nor paged, tho' dated 1022. J/ither's 
„ Motto” is in both volumes ; but act paged in 
eithcr ; and lettered by itſelf in both, In the 89. 
Edition, the ferner Hleces are printed for Foln Fudge 

A 3 and 


- * * 
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and © Mither's Motta“ for John Harriat ein the 129, 
Edition the former for Robert Alot and the“ Mette 

for John Gri/mond : © The Miſtreſs of Philarete” is 

not in the 8“. volume; but whether accidentally 
deficient in the copy which the Editor poſſeſſes, or 
omitted in the collection, does not appear, thu” 
there is no cateh wor.! to indicate its having ever 
been in the Volume: in the 1:9, Edition it is con- 
necled to the 17:ito” by a catch word, and as it 
is preceded by a preface of 7ν) Murriet, tho 
printed for Jin Grifmand, it is mull probably re- 
print d by Crij:ond from a former Edition, by 


Aurriot, as well as the“ Alotto.“ 


I/7ard (Athen. Oxon) ſays that 

ter Hibernicurn, or Irifh Journey } 
<« [ter Bor: or Northern Journey . , 
| Journey \ onitten in 

oy Patrick's Purgatory } verle 


„ Philarcte's Complaint 1 | 


TUVENIZIA” 


of 


& were called the 


7 


Fu is de monſtrably wrong, concerning the Con- 


unts of the JUvENILIA; and therefore a doubt muſt 
remain, whether the Poems, mentioncd by him, are 
the Works of /7ther. 4 Philarete's Complaint” 
called in the early Editions of Abufes ſtript and 
whipt” Aretaphil's Complaint, is alluded to by the 
Poet himſelf, but the others do not appear any where 
to be even hinted at. Lied adds that he had never 
ſeen “ The res of Philarete” fo that it is in- 
certain whether “ PH ilarete's Complaint” and * The 
2 astro, F Pbilarete“ be the fame Poem under 


CiTecrent names, or different Poems. 


In two Copies, which the Editor has ſeen, of the 
129. volume, the contents are the ſame, viz, 


* 
— —ů—̃ ůͤ —' 
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various Eliti⸗ nS 

& Abuſes ſtriptand whipt (1611707018, Edit. 12% 

(1614,8*,)1015,12% 1H17, 

x29. 1922,8%. 1633,12 

Prince Henry's Obſequies{ 151 2,4% )1617,12% 1022, 
89. 16.32, WT. 

A Satyre to the King 1614,12*.(1515,8";1010 

22%, 2622,89. 1633, 12% 


Epithalamia « «© 2622, $*. 1633, 12". 


Mr. Hr ert kas a copy of Abuſes ſtript and 
wnipt, wanting the Tutte P. ge, with Liber Head 
15:1 Etat: ſu 21 + 1388 = 1609; ſo that 1611 mult 
relate to the e and net to Hi er's age. The 
copy at the Brit Mauſcum, of the Edit. 1615, has 
iuher's Head, but the Pages are 302, in Mr. Ferbert's 
244; to that they cannot be the ſame Edition. 

+ Book 2d is dated 1632, certainly an error of the 


Preſs, 


9 


The Shepherds Hunting 1615,2 Edit. 129.1020“, 
1622, 82. 1633, 1. 


Fidelia 


Wc... — 


— 


It is ſuſpected there is _ here; for ſome 
Stanzas quoted from this Edition of ** The Shep- 
herd's Huntins”” are not in either of the Editions of 
1615, nor in thoſe of 1622 and 1633: It is therefore 
very unlikely They ſhould be found in an intermediate 
Edition of 1020, if there was ſuch an Edition, which 
may be doubted, for The &.arzas fo quoted from 
« The Shepherd's Taunting" are really in ““ The 
« Mifreſs of Plilarete, The Stationer in a Poſt- 
ſcript to The Lit of Phtilarite?? mentions that 
« ſome of the Sern-'s in Jt, had hien before printed 
* in the imperfect and er:cneous copy fooliſhly en- 
* titled his Works,” Perhaps this imperfe& and 


erroneous Edition may be what is referred to, as 


bearing date 1620. The Srenzar, in that quotation, 
are vt all, Which“ The Dlittreſs of Philarete“ con- 


talns. 


bt * 
- 
—— — — 
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19 


Fidelia 0 (1610, 8?) 1022“, go 
: 16324, 125 

Wither's Motto . (1618), 16211, 2 Edit. 85 
1633. 1 


ri Miſtreſs !, 1 
Fair 4 des mu (1622, 551633, 12 


Epigrams, Sonnets, Epi- 1633, 122 
taphio, &. | FI 


N. B. Thoſe Editions in Parentheſes The 
Editor has not ſcen, the others are in his poſieſſion. 


If 


* To Fidele“ are added“ Paraphraſes on the Creed 


and Lord's Prayer“ not paged. 


+ ihe caie 1032 is probably an error of the Prefs 
for 1633, as the pages are continued from The 
4 Sii-vheros Hunting”? thro? ““ Fidelia.“ | 

t The Title Page to !/ther's Motto? is engraven 
and bears the date 1021; but the Copy with the Collec- 
tion of 1622, may have been printed in that year, as 
the other pieces arc, tho' the date was not altered in 


te 


IF 


If ForTry be the Powzr of COMMANDING 
the IMAGINAT10N, conveved in meaſured language 
and expreſſive epithets, WIr RR was truly a POET. 
Perhaps there is no where to be found, a greater 
variety of Eugliſhb Miaſure than in His Writings; 
(Shakeſpear excepted) more Energy of Thoutht, 
or more frequent developement of the delicate 


filaments of the Human IIæart. 


One 


the Plate. The aſſertion, therefore, of % diferent 
Editions 1621, may be doubtful; and all that can be 
poſitively ſaid, is, that there are two different Editicrs 
8? of 1621, or 1621 and the ſubſequent year. The other 
Copy, in poſſeſſion of the Editor, appears to be ante» 
cedent to that bound up with the Collection of 1622, 
as the Po?/eript is added to this laſt: the former, by the 
impreſſion of the Copper Plate, appears, however, not 


to have been the F/ Edition, as the Plate is muck 


worn, They are printed page for page, but with typo. 


graphical differences. 


12 


One modern Ver ſiſier complained that ther“ 
verſe was reugh; On the other hand, a Lady, who 
is Miſtreſs of all the modulation of fweet funds, 
aimired how the lines run into cach otlicr, with 
the beauty of blank verle, without long ty ſpirit 
of the lyrick meaturc: Attention to the Od Laglhifn 
Poets will clea ly thew, that there was a greater va» 
r:ty admitted, in pronunciation and accent, than !s 
allowed in modern vetſificatien: The ar which 
cannot conform itſelt to the antient practice, but 
is bound in the Silken Traces of modern verſe, 
may be offended, forctimes, with the early Focis; 
and, in every reader it will require a habit and aſe 
before the Ear atiains the compleat practice, 
without which many lines will appe.r ge. 
Words alſo become alſelete; or whit is worſe, ap- 
propreat:sd to vulgar lucas oy: ſuch wiil ever be a 


ſtumbliug Nock to a reader without Genius. 


Bore Ferſiſers frequently ſtile themſelves Poets, 
but the recital of common ideas, in however flows 
ing language, can never, with propricty, be ſtiled 
Paet'y 3 
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Peetry; nor does the molt exact deſcription of Na- 
ture, of Man or Manners dcſerve the name, unleſs 
that deſcription raiſes, in the imagination, ſome 
idea not expreſſed; and if it does, nothing can be 
ſo trivial as not to give plea:ure to a mind of quick 
conception: An apt ex.mple occurs in {2 


— Shepherd S Hunting. | 


J with wonder heard thee ſing 
4% At our laſt year's revelling : 

% Yea I ſaw the Laſles cling 
Round about thee in a ring 
« As, if each one jealous were, 
Any but Herſcit ſhould hear.“ 


The art of aftivning a fanciful reaſon for an or- 


dinary action is the Soul of Poetry: we can here 


imagine the countenances of the encircling auditory : 
The Imagination muſt ever be the Poet's Com- 
mentator: and Its ſcope is univerſa), embracing 
the World of Ideas 2s well as Forms: It may 


happen hat a man ſhall be ſo deſtitute of Imagina» 
R tion 
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tion, as to have no reliſh for true Poetry, and prefer 
: mellifluous verſes; but the want of ſight dues not 
prove that there are no Colours in the Rainbow. 
They who are /atisfee, for pl:ajed none can be, with 
the flowing lines of thoſe modern verſifiers, who 
have fewer ideas, of their own, than the learned Pig, 
are not the People for whom the repaft of M ither's 
Peems is adapted: Lovers of natural thought and 
ſentiment will be pleaſed at being brought to ac- 
quaintance with 77;ther : but to enable them to judge 
for themſelves was the intention of the Specimens 
which follow: they are taken from different Poems, 
to convey, to thoſe who are ignorant of the Pact, 
an idea of what they may expect: but ſcarce any of 
tneſe quotations are compleat; the intention of 


them being to rae, and act to ſets fy, Curioſity. 


In ſome of his latter pieces, Hither has given 
up the reins to Enthuſiaſm, and is rather to be 
conſidered as diiplaying himſelf in the charaRer of 
a Prophet, than a Peet: neither theſe, nor his Pulitical 
Poems, come within the intention of this publica- 


tion; 


Nt TIER: 


+ 
tion; altho* many fine things are interſycrſed in his 
Halcluiah, Campa-Muſer, and in his other pieces not 
here recited : in the Haliluiab there are ſome things, 


perhaps, no where to be ſurpailee. 


I/ither's Prophetical and Political Poems feem to 
have been the true cauſe of that Cepreciation of his 


merit, which we find broached by his Cotemporaties, 


and retailed in ſubſequent writers. 


Soft has ſtigmatized 7/ither in his Battle of 


the Books; but as Dryden is joined with him, the 


opprobium falls on the Critic and not on the Peets : 
for it is too abſurd to be allewed in the candour of 


criticiſm, that condemnation ſhou!d be paſt on 


Mlexander's Feaft, The Origin of Harmony, or Abſalem 


and Achitophel, becauſe their Auther, in his Plays, 


publiſhed much traſb, that has been fo juttly ri-\ 


aculed by theRehear/a!: The value of Poets muſt be 
tried by the ſame ſtandard as the Metallick Ores ; by 


the proportion of the finer metal to the droſs: and, 


in the aggregate Maſs, a Grain of pure Geld is of 
Kore value than a pound of lead, 


B 2 | Ii {ther 
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Wither having been actively concerned in the 
Civii Wars, his character as a Poet, as well as 2 
Man, is ſtigmatized in the true ſpirit of Party 
Rage: a ſtronger teſtimony cannot be given of , 
this blindneſs of Prejudice, than the vile Gzus- 
STREET, Taylor the water poet, being ſet in com- 

| petition to J/ither: we have now little concern 
with J/ither's perſonal character, but candour will 
heſitate to join in condemnation of the Man, when 
the Peet is ſo unjuſtly arraigned ; more eſpecially 

| as He was repeatedly thrown into priſon for His 
Satires: and the laſt time confined in New-Gate, at 
above 70 years of age, for a MS general Satire, 


ſeized in his own poſſeſſion, and conſtrued into a | 
libel againſt the Houſe of Commons, without 
hearing his defence, but garbling his MS to find 
exceptionable parts: This and all His other Satire 
were general: Thank God the Revolution has 
baniſhed from this Country, the oppreſſion of : 

ſuch Tyranical Power! and it is to be hoped we 

mall never be ſo wanting to ourſelves as to bring I. 
it forth again from its lurking Place, by giving 
the 


- ty 2 
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the trial, out of our own hands by juries, into 


thoſe of any Judges whatever: if a Jury gives an 


improper verd!c? it is confined to the ſingle caje 


only, but the determination of Judges, whether 
in the Houſe of Parliament or on the bench, 1s 


made a precedent of Inj /lice. 


According to Pabe, there is more vitence in 


general than in pero! Satire 


« The fewer ſlill you name, you wound the more, 


4 Band is but one, but Hai paæ is a ſcore.“ 


it is not wonderful that profligate individuals ſhould 
reſent general ſatire, but that there ſhould be fuch 
proſtitution and perverſion of Public Juſtice, to 
puniſh It as an offence, is beyond credibility, if 


the evidence was not uncontrovertible. 


General Satires are Meral Eſſays, which come, as 
Lord Bacon expreſſes it, home to every Man's heart 
and boſom; and al.ho' they adn.it fewer Poetical 

B 3 Ideas, 
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Ideas, than almoſt any other ſpecies of writing, tilt 
Mitber has introduced much Poetical imagery into 
his Satires, They are written in rime, in Heroick 
Verſe of ten ſyllables; and Wither's Verſe will gain 
more by being compared with Donne, his immediate 
Predeceſſor, than it will 4% by a compariſon, with 
Dryden or Pope: altho' Tither's JuveniLia were 
| publiſhed ſeveral years before Dryden was born. 


Pope has ſaid 


— Dryden taught to join, 


The varying verſc, the full reſounding line, 
The long majeftic march, and energy divine. 


but the claim of having fr /? deſerved this charaSer, 
muſt be granted to Mither, altho' it be allowed He, 
more even than Dryden, . 


—  ynted, or forgot,” 
What Pope calls 1 
«© 'The laſt and greateſt art, the art to blot.” 


« Fair 
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4% Fair Virtue, The Miſtreſs of Philarete,” if not 
the fret, appears to be one of J/ither's earlieft perfor- 
mances. It ſeems to be alluded to in Abuſes 
Sttipt and Whipt,” in the early editions, under 
the name of Aretophil's Complaint;” and in 
ſubſequent, under that of Philarete's Complaint:“ 
In this Poem of Fair Virtue,” MWither has given 
a moſt elegant deſcription of Woman, in perſon, 
mind, and behaviour, | 


The Introduction faithfully ſays ** Hereby thoſe 
& Women, who deſire to be truly beloved, may 
& know what makes them ſo to be, and ſeck to 
& acquire thoſe accompliſhments of the Mind, 
© which may endear them, when the ſweeteſt 
& features of a beautiful face ſhall be converted into 
« deformity, —Here it ſhall appear, that he who 
4 was able to conceive the moſt excellent pleaſ- 
« ingneſs, which could be apprehended in a 
«© corporcal Beauty; found it (even when he was 
* moſt enamoured with it) far ſhort of that unex- 

„ preſſible 


20. 


« preſſible ſweetneſs, which he diſcovered in a 
4 virtuous and well tempered Diſpoſition.” 


There cannot be a properer Introduction to 
This Poem in praiſe of Female Excellence, than ſome 
lines take from it. is 


Look on Macon, on Stars, on Sun, 
All God's Creatures over-run ; 

See, if all of them preſents, 

To your mind, ſuch ſweet contents: 
Gr, if you, from them can take 
Ought that may a Beauty make, 
Shall one half ſo pleaſing prove, 
As is Hers, whom you do love. 
For, indeed, if there had been 
Other Mortal Beauties ſcen, 
Objects for the love of man, 

Vain was Their Creation then, 
Yea, if this could well be granted, 
Alam might his Eve have wanted. 


But 


But a Woman is the Creature, 
Whoſe proportion with our nature 

| Beſt agrees, and whoſe per ſections, 

Sympathize with our affeQions: 
And not only, find our ſenſes 
Pleaſure in their excellencics; 
But our Reaſon alſo knows 
Sweetneſs in them, that outgoes 


Human wit to comprehend; 
Much more, truely, to commend. 


The Poem, . Fair Virtue,” is introduced by a 
| very tender Addreſs to His Miſtreſs, of which the 
following are ſome of the Stanzas. 


Hail, thou faireſt of all Creatures, 
Upon whom the Sun doth ſhine: 
Madel of all rareſt Features, 
And Perfections moſt divine. 
Thrice all-hail: and bleſſed be 
Thoſe that love and honour Thee. 


This 
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This, thy Picture. therefore ſhew I 
Naked unto every eye, 


Yet no fear of Rival know I, 
Neither touch of 7calaufie; 
For, the more make love to Thee, 
I the more ſhall pleaſed be. 


I, am no Ialian lover, 

That will mewe Thee in a Jayle; 

But, thy Beautie I diſcover, 

Enzlifþ-like, without a vail, | 
If, Thou mayſt be won away; 5 6 
Win and wear Thee he that may. . | 


Yet, in this thou mayſt believe me; 
(So indifferent tho” I ſeem) | 
Death with tortures would not grieve me, SE 

Rlore than loſs of thy efteem, _. 5 


For, it VixkTUE me forſake; "A 
All, a ſcorn of me will make. | | 


The, | 
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Then, as I on Thee relying 
Do no changing feare in Thee: 

So, by my defects ſupplying, 
From all changing, keep Thou me, 
T hat, unmatched we may prove, 
Thou, for Beautze ; I, for Lade. 


He commences the Poem with a defcription of 
the Scene, which is almoſt the only thing that is 
Paſtoral in the whole piece; ſome Ladies 
overhearing him ſinging, are led by the voice to 
the Place of his retirment; He invites them to 
an Arbour, where after exchanging Compliments, 
They urge him to ſing : he at firſt excu'es himſelf; 
but, being further urged, He complics. He then 
changes the meaſure from the herzick to the 
Hrick. | 

You, 


2 dignified Author, who has given part of the 
Sonnet Hence ye Syrens leave me,” COLDLY calls 
„The Miltreſs of Philarete” a long Paſtoral Piece. 
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You, that at a bluſh can tell, 
Where the beſt perfections dwell ; 
And the ſubſtance can conjecture, 
By a ſhadow, or a Picture: 
Come, and try, if you by this, 
Know my Mi/treſs, who ſhe is. 


After inviting every thing to hearken, He cans | 


cludes his invocation. 


Laſtly; you that will (I know) 

Hear me wh'er you ſhould or no, 

You; that ſeek to turn all flowers, 
By your Breath's infectious powers, 
Into ſuch rank lothſome weeds 

As your dunghill nature breeds. 

Let your hearts be chaſte, or here, 
Come not, till you purge them clear, 
Mark; and mark then, what is worſt 3 
For whate'er it ſeem at firſt - 


* 
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If you bring a modeſt mind, 

You ſhall nought immodeſt find, 

| But, if any too ſevere, 
Hap to lend a partial ear; 
Or, out of his blindneſs yawn, 
Such a word, as oh prophane ! 
Let him know thus much from me, 
If here's ought prophane, *tis He, 


Who applies theſe excellencies, 
Only to the touch of ſenſes; 
And, dim-ſighted, cannot fee 
Where the ſoul of this, may be, 


; 5 A number of Sonnets are introduced, too many 
to be given here, but a few extracts may not be 
amiſs 


Sad Eyes what do you ail 

To be thus ill diſpoſed ? 

Why doth your ſleeping fail, 
Now all mens elſe are cloſed ? 


C Was't 
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Was't I, that ne'er did bow 
In any ſervile duty; 

And will you make me now, 
A Slave to Love and Beauty ? 


Shall then in earneſt truth, 
My careful eyes obſerve Her? 
Shall I conſume my youth, 


And ſhort my time to ſerve Her ? 


Shall I, beyond my ſtrength, 
Let Paſſion's torments prove me, 
To hear her ſay, at length, 
 Aitay, I cannot leve Thee? 


Oh, rather let me dye, 
Whilſt I thus gentle find her, 
*T were worſe than death, if [ 


Should find ſhe proves unkinder. 


One frown, (tho' but in jeſt) 
Or one unkindneſs, fained, 
Would rob me of more reſt, 
Then e'er could be regained, 


But 


| 
| 
| 
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But, in her eyes I find 
Such ſigns of Pity moving; 
She cannot be unkind ; 


Nor err, nor faile in loving, 


Aud, on her forehead, this, 


dcems written to relieve me; 


My heart no joy ſhall miſs, 
That Love or the can give me, 


And this ſhall be the worſt, 
Ot all that can betide me 5 
If I, like ſome accurſt, 
Should find my hopes derive me. 
My Cares will not be long, 
I know which way to mend them 


I'!] think, who did the wrong, 


Sigh, break my heart, and end them, 


Then 
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Then the Poet proceeds to the deſcription of His 
Miftr eſs's Perſon. 


Firſt, that part ſhall be diſclos'd 
That's of Elements compos'd. 


This pure ſubſtance is the ſame, 
Wi:ich the Body we do name. 
Were that, of immortal ſtuff; 
*Tis refin'd and pure enough, 
To be call'd a Son! : for ſure, 
Many Souls are not ſo pure. 


In the motion of each part, 

Nature ſeems to ftrive with Art, | 
Which her geſture moſt ſhall bleſs, 

With the gifts of pleaſingneſs. 


We will not anticipate the Peet's perfect deſcription 


by ſcraps. ——but we cannot reſiſt giving ſome | 
part of the following paſſionate and beautiful | 
Sonnet 


When 
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When Philomela with her ſtrains, 
- > Te Spring had welcom'd in; 
And Flora to beſtrew the Plains, 
With Daſs did begin: 
My Love and I (on whom ſuſpicious eyes 
Had ſet a thouſand ſpies) 
To cozen Argus ſtrove; 
And ſcen of none 
We got alone, 
Into a ſhady Grove, 


On cvery buſh the Eglantine, 
With leaves perfumed, hung, 

The Primroſe made the Hedge-Rows fine, 
The Woods, of Muſick rung. 


The Earth, the Air, and all things did conſpire 


To raiſe contentment higher. 
T hat had I come to wooe; 
Nor means of grace, 
Nor time, nor Place; 
Were wanting thereunto, 
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Wich hand in hand, alone we walkt, 


And oft each other ey'd : 

Of Love, and Paſſions paſt, we talkt, 
Which our poor hearts hath tried, 

Our Souls infus'd into each others were, 
And what may be her care, 

Did my more ſorrow breed ; 

One mind we bore, 
One Faith we ſwore, 

And both in one agreed. 


Her dainty palm I gently preſt, 
And with her lips I plaid, 
My Cheek upon her panting breaſt, 
And on her neck I Jaid, 
And yet we had no ſenſe of wanton luſt; 
Nor did we then miſtruſt 
The Poiſon in the ſweet : 
Our Badies wrought 
So cloſe, we thought, 
Fecauſe our Scuis ſhould meet. 


But, 
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But, kiſſing and embracing, we 
So long together lay; 
Her touches all enflamed me, 
And I began to ſtray. 
My hands preſum'd fo far, they were too bold. 
My Tongue, unwiſely, told, 
How much my Heart was chang'd. 
And Virtue quite | 
Was put to flight, 
Or for the time eſtrang'd, 


Oh! what are we if in our ſtrength, 
We over-boldly truſt ? 


The ſtrongeſt Forts, will yield at length: 


And fo our Virtues muſt. 
In me no force of Reaion had prevail'd ; 
If ſhe had alſo fail'd, 
But e' er | further ſtray'd, 
She ſighing kiſt, 
My naked wriſt ; 
And thus, in tears, ſhe ſaid, 


Sweet 
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Sweet Heart, (quoth ſhe) if in thy breaſt, 
Thoſe Virtues real be, 
Which hitherto thou haſt profeſt, 
And | believ'd in Thee: 
Thy ſelf, and Me, ch! ſeck not to abuſe ; 
Whilſt Thee I thus refuſe 
In hotter flames I frie: 
Yet, let us not, 
Our true love ſpot, 
Oh! rather let me die. 


Are we the two, that have fo lor 7, 
Each others loves imbrac't ? 
And never did Affection wrong, 
Nor think a thought unchaſt? 
And ſhall, oh, ſhall ue now, our matchleis joy, 
For one poor touch deitioy ? 
And all content forego? 
Oh ! no, my Dear, 
_ Sweet Heart forbear ; 


I will not loſe thee fo. 


For 
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For ſhould we do 4 Yeed fo bafe, 
(As it can never be) 
I could no more have ſeen thy face, 
Nor wouldſt thou look on me. 
I ſhould of all our Paſſions grow aſham'd, 
And bluſh when thou art nam'd, 
Vea, (though thou conſtant wert) 
I being nought, 
A jealous thought, 
Would ſtill torment my heart, 


What goodly thing do we obtain, 
If I conſent to Thee? 
Rare Joys we loſe, and what we gain, 
But common pleaſures be : 5 


Yea, thoſe (ſome ſay) who are to luſt inclin'd, 
Drive love out of the mind; 
And fo much reaſon mils : 
That they admire, 
What kind of fire, 
A chaſt affection is, 
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No vulgar bliſs I aimed at, 
When firſt 1 heard thee wooe : 
I'll never prize a man for that, 
W hich ev'ry Groom can do. 
If that be Love; the baſeſt men that be, 
Do love as well as we; 
Who, if we bear us well, 
Do paſs them then, 
As Angels, men 


In glory do excell. 


_ Whilſt thus ſhe ſpake, a cruel band 
Of paſſions feiz'd my Soul: 
And, what one ſeemed to command, 
Another did controul. 
*T wixt Gerd and J, 1 did divided lye. 
But as I rais'd mine eye, 
In her me thought I ſaw 
Thoſe Virtues ſhine, 
Whoſe Rays Divine, 


Firſt gave Deſire a Law, 


With 
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With that, T felt the bluſh of ſhame, 
Into my cheek return ; 
And L2ve, did with a chaſter flame, 
Within my Boſom burn. 
My Soul, her light of Reaſon had renew'd; 
And by thoſe beams I view'd, 
How lily Luſt enſnares, 
And all the fires, 
Of Ill-Defires, 
1 quenched with my tears. 


Go wantzns now, an! flout at this 
MI Coldneſs, if you liſt; 
Vain fools, you never knew the bliſs, 
That doth in Love conſiſt, 
You figh, and weep, and labour to enjoy, 
A Shade, a Dream, a Toy. 
Poor Folly you purſue ; 
And are unbleſt, 
Since every beaſt, 


In Pleaſure equals you. 


You 
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Lou never took ſo rich content, , 
In all your wanton play, 
As this to me hath pleaſure lent, 
That chaſt ſhe went away. 
For as ſome fins, which we committed have; 
Sharp ſtings behind them leave, 
Whereby we vexed are: 
So ill ſuppreſ}, 
Begetteth reſt, 
And Peace, without compare. 


It would make this too long to recite but 3 
ſmall part of the beauties of this delightful Poem: | 
The following contains ſuch an example to the 
Fair Sex, it would be unpardonable to paſs it over, | 


By herſelf, ſhe bath ſuch care, 
That her actions decent are | 
For, were ſhe in ſecret hid, e 
None might ſee her what ſhe did; 
She would do, as if, for Spies, 
Every wall were ſtuck with eyes. 


And 
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And be chary of her Honour, 


*Cauſ: the heavens do look upon her; 


And, oh, what had power to move, 
Flames of Luſt, or wanton Love, 
So far, to diſparage us, 

If we all were minded thus? 

Theſe are Beauties which ſhall laſt, 
When the crimſon blood ſhall waſt, 
And the ſhining hair wax grey, 

Or with age be worn away, 


Theſe yield pleaſures, ſuch as might 


| Be remember'd with delight; 


Wen we gaſp our lateſt breath, 
On the loathed bed of death, 
Tho' diſereetly ſpeak ſhe can, 
She'll be ſilent, rather than 


Talk when others may be heard: 


As if ſne did hate, or fear'd, 


Their Condition ; who will force 


All, to wait on their diſcourſe, 


D 


Rea on 


38 


Rea n hath on her beſtowed 

More of Knowledge, than ſhe owed 

To that Sex ; and Grace with it, 

Doth aright her practice fit. 

Yet, hath Fate fo framed her, 

As ſhe may at ſometime, err : 

But, if &er her judgment ſtray, 

*'Tis that other women may, 

Thoſe much pleaſing Beauties ſee, 
Which in yielding Natures be. 


Should you hear her, once, contend 
In diſcourſing, to defend 
(As ſihe can) a doubtful Cauſe : 
She ſuch ſtrong poſitions draws 
From known Truths, and doth apply,, 
Reaſons with ſuch Majeſtie: 
As if She, did undertake, 
| From ſome Oracle to ſpeak. 
|, And you could nod think, what might 
5 Breed more love, or more delight. 


— 


— — 


Vet, 


et, 
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Vet, if you ſhould mark again, 
Her difcreet behaviour, when 
She finds reaſon to repent 
Some wrong- pleaded Argument. 
She ſo temper'ately lets all 
Her mis-held opinions fall; 
And, can with ſo much mildneſs bow; 
As 'twill more enamour you, 
Than Her Knowledge, For, there are 
Pleafing ſweets without compare 
In ſuch yieldings; which do prove, 


Vit, Humility, and Love. 


Theſe Sentiments every woman ſhould bear in 


Her Heart as the Jews did their Phylactarys on 


their Foreheads. 


| Roſes and Lillies are the common ingredients 


without which no Poet can paint his Miſticſs ; 
| before we leave this Poem it may be ſatisfactory 


to ſee how they are applied. 


_: Wl On 


* — > won. — 
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&« On the either ſide of this, ® 
Livi's molt lovely profpect is. 

Fir ſe Her fwmilng Che ks, whoſe colour 
 Compreher.ds true Beauty fulicr, 
1 han the curttoult mixtures can, 
That are made by art of Man. 
It 1s Beauty's garden plot, 
Where, as in a True {ws knot, 
So, the ſnowy Luly grows, 
Mix.J with the Crimſon Roſe, 
T'n t as Friends they joined be: 
Vet, they ſeem to ditagree, 


V, netaer of the two ha.“ reig 


nz 
And the Lillies oft obtain 
Greater ſway, unle:s a blufh 


Help the Roſes at a puſh, 


At the end of This Poem is a © Miſcellany of 


Ep: ame, Son.ets, &c.“ As a Specimen of Gur 


* Her Noſe, . ‚ 
Author's 
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Author's manner of treating common ideas, the 


following may be taken. 


« A Sonnet upon a ſtolen Kiſs.” 


Now gentle Sleep, hath cloſed up thoſe eyes, 
Which waking, kept my boldeſt thoughts in awe; 
And free acceſs, unto that ſweet lip, lies, 


From whence | long the roſie breath to draw. 


Methinks no wrong it were, if | ſhould ſteal 
From thoſe two melting Rubies, one poor kiſs; 
None ſes the theft, th.t would th- thief reveal, 
Nor rob I her of ought, which ſhe can miſs : 


| Nay, ſhould | twenty kiſſes take awav, 
Ry There would be little fiyn I hai done ſo; 
Why then ſhould I this robbery delay ? 
Oh ! ſhe may wake, and therewith angry grow. 11 
Well, if ſhe do, I'll back reſtore that one, 1 
And twenty hundred thouſand more for loan, 1 


This collection concludes with an elegaic 
Epiſtle of Farewel from an empaſſioned Friend to 
D 3 a married 
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2 married Lady whom He leaves that they might 


never be enſnared by their mutual teud-rnefs to 


4 _ Nase 
an, improper behaviour, 


Swift Time, that will, by no entreaty, ſtay, 

Is now pore by, and ſummons me away. 

And what my grief denies my tongue to do, 

Ay true affe ction drives my pen unto. 

Dear Heart, that day, and that ſad hour, is come 
In wich, thy face I mutt be baniſi'd from: 

And goto live, where (peralventure) we 

Hereafter muſt, for aye, divided be. 


Thoſe Parents, that di:crect in loving be, 
When on their new-borna child a yen they ſee, 
Which may, (perchance] in aftertime diſgtace 
Ile fwe:t proportion of a lovely face: 
(Altho' it wound their ſouls to hear the moan, 
And ſte the tortures of their fr etty-one) 

To weep a little rather are content 


VV tilit he enuues the Surgeon's Inſtrument; 


Than 


| 


— ͤ — CO 
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Than ſuffer that foul blemiſh there, to ſpread, 


Util his face be quite dishgured, 

So, we, betwixt whoſe ſouls there is begot, 
Tat ſwert babe, Friendſhip, muſt br ware, no ſpot 
Through our indulgent indiicretion grow, 
Trat may the be.uty of our love overthrow : 
Let's cat her bear a little diſcentent, 

And learn of Reaſon, thoſe things to prevent, 
Which mar afflection. That our Friendſhip may 
Waxe fit mer, and more love'ly cv'ry day. 

Then let us pleaſed part; and tho” the dearneſs 
Of our affection, covets both a nearnels 

In iu and bedr, let us unwillingly 

Beget a virtue of Neccflity, 

And ſiace we muſt compelled be to live, 

By time and place divided; let us ſtrive 

In the deſpight of Time and Diſtance, fo 

That love of Virtue may more perfect grow: 
And that this ſeperation we lament, 


May make our meeting fuller of content. 
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Vea, whereas carnal Love, 1s ever colder, 
As Youth decays, and as the fleſh grows older; 
And, when the body is diſſolved, muſt 
Be buried with oblivion in the duſt. 
We, then ſhall dearer grow, and this our Love, 
Which now imperfect is, ſhall perfect prove: 
For, there's no mortal power can rob true friends, 
Of that which nobleſt amity attends, 
Nor any ſeperation that is able, 
To make the virtuous Lovers miſerable, 
Since, when diſaſters threaten moſt dejection, 
Their Goodneſs maketh ſtrongeſt their affection. 
Aud, that which works in others loves denial - 


In them, more noble makes it, by the tryal. 


Tis true, that when we part, we know not whether 
T hoſe bodies ſhall, for ever, meet together, 
As you have ſaid; yet, wherefore ſhould we grieve, 
Since, we a better meeting do believe? 
If we did alſo know, that when we die, 
This Love ſhould periſh everlaſtingly, 
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And that we muſt, as brutiſh creatures do, 
Loſe with our beds, all cus Cearncts too, 
Our lepuration, then, a ſorrow were, 
W hich mortal hearts had never power to bear: 
But, ſceing in the Soul, our Love is plac'd ; 
And (ſceing) Sculs of Death ſhal! never taft 
No Death can end our Love. Nay when we die, 


Our Souls (that now in chains and fetterslye) 
Shall meet more freely, to partake that joy, | 
Compar'd to which, ou Fricnelhip's but a toy 


Mean while, we, that {tc emer living) way 
Through humen wear neſſes be led aſtray: 


(And unawares, make that affection fou!, 


Which Virtue, yet keeps blamelctſe in tue Soul) 
By abſence ſhall preterved be, as clean, 

As io be kept (in our beſt thoughts) we mean. 
And, in our pray'ers for cach other, thall 

Give, and receive more kindueſſes, than all 
The world cen yield us. And when other men, 
Whole Love is carnal, ate tormented when 
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Death calls them hence, becauſe they robbed be 
Of all their hope (for evermore) to ſee 

The object of their Love: we ſhall avoid 

That bitter anguiſh wherewith they are cloy'd 
And, whenſo'er it happens, thou, or I, 

Shall feel the time approaching us to die; 

It ſhall not grieve us at our lateſt breath, 

To mind each other on the bed of death: 

Nor will death fear us, cauſe we ſhall perceive 
That thoſe contentments, which we had not leave 
To take now we are living, ſhall be gain'd 
When our unpriſon'd Souls ſhall be unchain'd, 
Nay rather wiſh to die, we might poſſeſs 

The (ſweet fruition of that happinc ſs, 

Which we ſhall then receive, in the perfection 
Of Him, that is the fulneſs of Affection. 


Mean while, you ſtill are dear; yea, live or die, 
My Soul ſhall love you everlaſtingly. 


And how ſo'er, there ſeem ſuch cauſe of ſorrow ; 
Yet, thoſe that part, and think to meet to-morrow, 
Death 
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Death may divide to-night ; and, as before, 
Their Fear was leſs, their Grief will be the more, 
Since therefore, whether far [ live, or nigh, 
There is in meeting an incertainty: 
Let us, for that which ſureſt is, provide : 
Part like thoſe Friends, whom nothing can divide; 
And, fince we Lovers firit became, that we, 
Might to our power, each others comfort be ; 
Let's not the ſweetneſs of our love deſtroy ; 
But, turn thoſe weepings into tears of Joy: 
On which condition, I do give thee, this ; 
To be both mine, and Sorreu's parting-kiſs. 


It is not propoſed to cite the Poems in the Order 
they ſtand in the Juvenilia; but to keep his Sa- 


tyres apart, 


The next in date then, to Farr Virtue, The Miſtreſs 
of Philarete, will be ** Prince Henry'sObſequies.“ 


This is ſo different from the common ſtile cf Court 


Funeral Elegies that it would be unpardonable to 


covſign 
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conſign it to that oblivion which ſuch pieces ge- 
nerally deſerve. We ſhall however only give the 


32 Elegy; tho' we cannot omit referring particu- | 


larly to the addreſs to the Queen, in Elegy 6; and 
to the 36 Elegy, expreſſing his own feelings, and 
the Character of Prince Henry. 


For underſtanding the following, it is neceſſary 
to mention, that Prince Henry's body embalmed 
was carried in Funeral Proceſſion. 


Elegy 32. 


Then, as he paſt along you might eſpy 

How the oriev'd Vuigar that ſhed many a tear, 
Caſt after, an unwilling parting eye, 

As loth to loſe the ſight they held fo dear; 
When they had loſt the figure of his face, 

Then they beheld his robes; his chariot then, 
Which being hid, their look aim'd at the Place, 
Still longing to behold him once again: 


But 
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But when he was quite pait, and they could find, 


Sorrow became more buſy with the mind, 
And drew an army of fad paſſions on; 


No object to employ their ſight upon, 
Which made them fo particularly moan, | 
' 
p 


Each amongſt thouſands ſeem'd as if alone. 


Altho' there is no Edition mentioned of the ; 
Epithalamia of an earlier date than 1622, yet as | 
the Prineeſs Elizabeth's Marriage, which is the ſub- 
ject of them, happened in 1612, it is probable | 
ö they were printed before 1622. In the concluding 
part, are ſome Epigrams concerning Marriage, of 
which the following is the 34. 


Soldier; of thee I aſk, for thou canſt beſt, 
| Having known Scrroto, judge of Joy and Reſt; 


L What greater bliſs, than after all thy harms, . | | 
To have a Wife that's fair, and lawful thine ; | | | 
And lying prifen'd *twixt her ivory arms, = 
There tell what Thou has ſcapt by Powers divine? 'F 

E How 
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How many, round thee, thou haſt murther'd ſren; 
How oft thy ſoul hath been near hand expiring, - 
How many times thy fleſh hath wounded been: 
Whilſt ſhe thy fortune and thy worth admiring, 
With joy of health, and pity of thy pain; 

Doth weep and kiſs, and kiſs ane weep again 


Epigram 6. 
Long did I wonder, and I wonder much, 

Rome's Church ſhould from her Clergy take that due; 
| Thought I, why ſhould ſhe that contentment grutch? 
What, doth fhe all with continence indue? 

No: But why then are they debar'd that State ? 
Is ſhe become a Foe unto her own ? 

Doth ſhe the members of her body hate ? 

Or is it for ſome other cauſe unſhown ? 

Oh yes: they find a woman's lips ſo dainty ; 

They tye themſelves from one, cauſe they'l! baue twenty. 


The next piece is « The Shepherd's Hunting” 
written in the Marſbalſca whilſt he was confined 


there 


| 3 
there for His former Book Abuſes ſtript and 
„ whipt.” It is in dialogues between him and 


ſome of his Friends who viſit him: It is pleaſing 


to ſce with what fortitude he bears his fate. 


A. Are Priſons then grown Places of Delight? 
P. T'is as the conſcience of the Priſoner is, 
The very grates are able to affright 
The guilty man, that knows his deeds amiſs, 


All outward Pleaſures are exiled quite, 
And it is nothing (of itſelf ) but This: 
Abhorred loneneſs, darknefs, ſadneſs, pains, 


Num'n- cold, ſharp- hunger, ſcorching thirſt &chaias, 


Some Sonnets are introduced, in one of them he 
moſt pathetically deſcribes his ſituation. 


{ chat ere ſt-· while the Worlds ſweet Air did draw 
(Grac'd by the Faireſt ever Mortal ſaw) 
Now cloſely pent, with walls of ruth- leſs ſtone ; 
Conſume my days, and nights, and ail alone. 

E 2 When 
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When I was wont to ſing of Shepherd's Loves, 
My walks were field and d ws, and hills and groves; 
But now (alas) ſo ſtri:t + my hard doom, 
Fields, downs, hills, groves and all's but one poor room. 


Each morn as ſoon as day-light did appear, 
WithNatutc's muſick, Pirds would charm mine ear; 
Which now, inſtead of their me od ious ſtrains 
Hear ratling ſhackles, gyves, and bolts, and chains. 


But, tho? that all the worlds delight forſake me, 
I have a Huſe and ſhe ſhall muſick make me; 
Wh. {: airy Note, in ſpight of cloſeſt cages, 
Shall give content to me and after ages. 


Nor do I paſs for all this out ward ill, 

My heart's the ſ He and undejected ſtill; 
And, which is gore then ſome in freedom win, 
I have true ret, end peace, and joy within. 


And then my mind, that ſpight of priſon's free, 
When e'er ſhe pleaſcs, any where can be; 5 


She's 
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She's in an hour, in France, Rome, Turky, Spain, 
In Eartb, in Hell, in Heaven and here again. 


Yet there's another comfort in my woe, | 

My cauſe is ſpread, and ail the world may know, 
My faults no more but ſpeaking truth and reaſon ; 
No debt, nor theft, nor murther, rape nor treaſon. 


Nor ſhall my foes with all their might and power, 
Wipe out their ſhame, nor yet this fame of our ; 
Which when they find, they ſhall my fate envie, 
Jill they grow lean, and mad, and fick and die, 


Then tho' my body here in priſon rot, 

And my wrong'd Satyres ſeem a-while ſorgot: 

Yet when both Fame, and life hath left theſe men, 
My verſe, and Pl! revive, and live again. 


So then enclos'd, I bear afflictions load, 

But with more true content than ſome abroad ; 

For whilſt their thoughts, do feel my Scourge's ſting, 

In bonds U Il leap, and dance, and laugh and fing, 
E 3 A. Why 
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A. Why now [ ſee thou droops't not with thy care, 
All that did ey knov thee, did conceive, 
Thy actions with thy ſpirit (till agreed; 

Their good conceit thou doſt no whit bereave, 
But ſheweſt that thou art ſtill thyſelf indeed, 
Tf that thy Mind to ba/ene/s now deſcends, 
Thoul't injure Virtue, and deccive thy Friends, 
. Alexis, he will injure Vixxus much, 

| But more his Friends, and moſt of all himſelf, 
If on that common bar his mind but touch, 
It wrecks his Fame upon Di/grace's ſhelf. 
Whereas if Thou ſteer on that happy courſe, 
Which in thy juſt adventure is begun; 

No thwarting Tide, nor adverſe Blaſt ſhall force 
Thy Bark without The CHanxNELSs bounds to run. 


Perhaps there never was a more perfect Meta- 


phor; but a Man muſt be a Seaman to ſeel the full 
force of it. 1 


In another Sonnet in this Piece he has made a 
moſt happy and poetical alluſion to the day of 
| Jud m nt. 


* 
Judgement e it is an addreſs to his own Soul, and 
begins 


Now that my body, dead-alive, 
Bereav'd of comfort, lyes in thrall. 


Do Thou, my Soul, begin to thrive, 

And unto Honey, turn this Gall: 

So ſhall we both through outward woe, 1 | 
The way to inward comfort know. 


| As, to the Fleſh we food do give; 
| To keep in us this Mortal breath: 


So, Souls on Meditation live, | 
And ſhun thereby immortal death: 
Nor art thou ever nearer re{t, 


Than when chou finds't me moſt oppreſt, 
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Pirſt think, my Sou! ; if I have foes 
| That take a pleaſure in my care, i 


* 
by 
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And to procure thoſe outward woes, 


Have thus entrapt me unaware ; 
Thou 
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Thou ſhould'ſ by much more careful be, 
Since greater Foes lye wait for thee, 


Or, when through me, thou ſee'ſt a Man 
Condemn'd unto a mortal death, | 
How fad he looks, how pale, how wan, 
Drawing with fear his panting breath : 
Think, if in that, ſuch grief you ſee, 
How, ſad will, Go ye curstD! BE. 


Again, when he that fear'd to die, 

(Pas hope) doth ſee his pardon brought, 

Read but the joy that's in his eye, 

And then convey it to thy thought: 
There think, betwixt thy heart and thee, 
How ſweet will, Couk YE BLESSED! BE, 


The other Sonnet in this piece is a dialogue with 


two F riends who come to conſole him. 


* 
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W. Shepherd, would theſe gates were ope, 


Thou migh'ſ take with us thy Fortune. 


P. No, I'll make this narrow ſcope, 


(Since my Fate doth ſo importune) 
| Means unto a wider hope. 


c. Would thy Shepherdeſs were here, 


Who beloved, loves ſo dearly ? 


P. Not for both your Flocks I ſwear, 


And the gain they yield you yearly, 
Would I fo much wrong my Dear. 


Yet, to me, nor to this Place, 

Would ſhe now be long a Stranger: 

She would hold it no diſgrace, 

(If ſhe fear'd not more my danger) 
Where l am, to ſhew her Face. 


W. Shepherd, we would wiſh no harms, 


But ſomething that might content thee. 


P. Wiſh me then within her arms; 


And that wiſh will ne'er repent me, 
If your wiſhes might prove charms, 
9 | w. 
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W. Be thy Priſon, —Her Embrace, 
Be thy Aic—Her ſweeteſt breathing. 
C. Be thy Proſpet—Her ſweet Face, 
For each look, a Kiſs bequeathing, 
And appoint thyſelf the Place. 


tion in favour of Poetry. 


But (alas) my Muſe is flow, 

For thy place ſhe flags too low: 
Yea, the more's her hapleſs fate, 
Her ſhort wings were clipt of late, 
And, poor I, her fortune ruing, 
Am myſelf put up a muing. 


And tho,, for her ſake, I'm eroſt, 
Tho' my beſt hopes I have loſt, 


1 ſhould love, and keep her too, 
Spigght of all the World could do. 


And knew ſhe would make my trouble, 
Ten times more than ten times double : 


We ſhall conclude this Poem with his exclama« | 


For 
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For tho? baniſh'd from my flocks, 
And confin'd within theſe Rocks, 
Here I waſte away the light, 

And conſume the ſullen night, f 
She doth for my comfort ſtay, | | 
And keeps many cares away. - 
Tho? I miſs the flowr'y Fields 
With thoſe ſweets the Spring-tide yields, 


det Ad OO 
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Tho! of all thoſe pleaſures paſt, 
Nothing now remains at laſt, 

But Remembrance (poor relief) 

That more makes, than mends my grief 
She's my mind's N ſill, 
Maugre Envy's evil will. 
She doth tell me where to de 
Comfort in the midſt of ſorrow, 
Makes the deſolateſt place 

To her preſence be a grace ; 

And the blackeſt diſcontents 

To be pleaſing ornaments, 
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In my former days of bliſs, 
Her divine ſuill taught me this, 
That from every thing I ſaw, 
I could ſome invention draw: 


And raiſe Pleaſure to her height, 


Thro” the meaneſt objects ſight, 

By the murmur of a ſpring, 

Or the leaſt bough's ruſteling : 

By a daiſie whoſe leaves, ſpread, 

Shut when Titan goes to bed; 

Or a ſhady buſh or tree, 

She would more infuſe in me, 

Than all nature's beauties can, 

In ſome other wiſer man. 

By her help I alſo now, 

Make this churliſh place, allow 

Some things that may ſweeten gladnefs, 
In the very gall of ſadneſs. 

The dull loneneſs, the black ſhade, 

T hat theſe hanging vaults have made, 
The ſtrange Muſick of the waves, 
Beating on theſe hollow caves, 


This 
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This black Den which Rocks emboſſe 
Over grown with eldeit Moſs. 
The rude Portals that give light, 
8 More to Terrer than Delight. 
ö This my Chamber of Neglect, 
| Wall'd about with Diſreſpect, 
From all theſe and this dull air, 
A fit object for Deſpair, | 
She hath taught me, by her might, 
To draw comfort and delight. 
Therefore t2:u be/t earthiy bliſs, 
will cheriſh thee for this. 
Poeſy; thou ſweeteſt content 
That e'er Heav'n to Mortals lent; 
Tho' they, as a trifle leave thee, 
Whoſe dull thought cannot conceive thee, 


J ho' thou be to them a ſcorn, 
That to nought but Earth are born: 
Let my Life no longer be 
| Than Jam, in love with Thee 


1 « The | 
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The Shepherd's Hunting” is followed by 
<< Fidelia“ a moſt paſſionate and elegant Elegaick 
Poem ſaid to be a Fragment; It is an Epiſtle from 
a modeſt woman to her ſuppoſed inconſtant Lover, 
in which are expreſſed (as the Introduction ſays) 
<« the height of Female Paſſions, ſo far as they ſeem 
to agree with reaſon, and keep within ſuch de- 
te cent bounds as becometh their ſex.” 


But, fith thy Love grows cold, and thou unkind, 
Be not diſpleas'd I ſomewhat breathe my mind; 

Il am in hope, my words may prove a mirrour, +4 
Whereon thou looking, mayſt behold thine error. | 
And yet, the Heaven, and my ſad heart, doth know 1 
How griev'd I am, and with what feeling woe | 

| 


My Mind is tortured, to think that 1 

Should be the brand of thy diſloyalty : 
Or, live to be the Author of a line i 
That ſhall be printed with a fault of Thine; 


Oh that Love Patron, or ſome ſacred Muſe, 
Amongſt my paſſions, would ſuch art infuſe, 


—— 


My 
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My well-fram'd words, and airy fighs might prove 
The happy blaſts to re-inflame thy love. 
Or, at leaſt, touch thee with thy fault ſo near, 
That thou might'ſtſee thou wrong'ſt who held thee dear: 
Seeing, confeſs the ſame, and fo abhor it, 
Abhorring, pity, and repent thee for it. 


But, who can ſay, what we ſhall live to do ? 

] have believed, and let in, liking too; 

And that ſo far, I cannot yet fee how 

I may ſo much as hope, to help it now: 

Which makes me think, what e er we women ſay, 
Anothcr mind will come another day. 


And that men may, to things unhop'd for climb, 
Who watch for Opportunity and Time. 


For tis well known, we were not made of clay, 
Of ſuch coarſe, and ill-temper'd ſtuff as they. 
For he that fram'd us of their fleſh, did deign 


When *twas at beſt, to new-refin't again. 


Which makes us ever ſince the kinder Creatures, 
Of far more flexible and yielding Natures, 


* 
49 
. : 
- 
= 
- 
49 
0 MW 
* 
＋ 
: 
1 


64 


And as we oft excell in outward parts, 


So we have nobler and more gentle Hearts, 


Fee! that I am, I fear my guerdon's juſt, 

In that I knew this, and picſum'd t truſt, 

And yet (alas) tor ought that [ could tell, 

One ſpaik oi goodneſ in the word might dwell ; 
And then, I thought, if uch a thing might be, | 
Why m ght not cha! one {pak reinain in J hee ? 


But now Þ ve try'd, my bought experience knows, 
They oft are wort, that mike the faireſt ſhows, 
And huwſore'e. men tain an ourward grieving, 
*Tis neither worth reſpecting, nor believing ; 
For, ſhe that duth owe to her mercy take, 

Warms in her boſe m but a f16zcn fnak- :; 

Which heated with her favours, gathers ſenſe, 


And icings her tv the tart in iecom pence, 


Whe:e's ſhe did more de! it in ſprings and rills ? 
Where's ſhe that weld mere, Groves c: Dewnsor 111115 


Or 


— 
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Than I; whilſt Thou wer't true, and with thy Graces 


I ſuck nought now but Juice to poiſon me. 


Thou hadſt engraven for the love of me; 


How loath we were, when time compell'd to part; 


6s 


Or could, by ſuch fair artleſs proſpe , more 
Add by conceit, to her Contentment's ſtore 


Didſt give a pleaſing preſence to thoſe Places? 
But now what is what was hath overthrown, 
My Roſe-deckt allics now with rue are ſtrewn ; 
And from thoſe flowers that honey'd uſe to be, 


How fair (think I) 3 this ſweet place appeary 
If he | love, were preſent with me here, 

Nay, every ſeveral object that I ſee, 

Doth ſeverally (methinke) remember Thee, 

But the delight I us'd from thence to gather, 

I now exchanze for cares, and ſeek them rather, 


There I beheld, what on a thin rin'd tree, 


When we two, all one, in heat of day, \ 2 
With chaſt embraces drove ſwift hours away. | 
Then I remember too {unto my ſmart) 


#2 How 
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How cunningly thy P. n thou couldſt fain, 


In taking leave, and «om 1.7 back again: 
So oft, until {as ſceming to forget 

We were departing) cown again we ſet? 
And freſhly in that ſweet d:tcourſe went on, 
Which now, I almoſt f:int to think upon. 


Well Love ((aidft thou) fince neither ſigh nor vow, 


Nor any fervice may avail me now: 

dince neither the recital of my ſmart, 

Nor thoſe ſtrong fins that aſſall my heart; 
Nor any thing may move thee to belief 

Of theſe my ſuſlerings, or to grant relief: 

Since there's no comfort, nor deſert, that may 
Get me ſo much as Hie of what pray; 

Sweet Love farewell ; farewell fair beauty's light, 
And every ple.fing object of the fight: 

My poor deſpairug Heart here biddeth you, 


And ail content, for evermore, aCicu, 


Then, ev'n as thou ſeem'ſ ready to depart z 
Reaching that hand, which after gave my Heart, 
| { nd 
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Whilſt I flood mu e wiih ſerreto, thou for Yu. 


To take advantage whei it oft-red is) 


Renewds't thy ſuit to me, who did ard 


The Dyal-needle, tho' it fen'e doth want, 


Still bends to th e beloved Atamant ; 


67 
(And thinking this ſad faravell did proceed 


From a ſound Breaſt, but truely mov'd indeed) 


I ſtayed thy d-parting from me fo, 


And the mean while as I bh] thy lock, 

Me Eve th” impretlion of ſuch Pity took, 

That, with the ſtrength of Pan overcome, 

A derp- fetcht fi. my heart came breathing from. 


Whereat thou {cer wife'y uſing this 


Conſent, in filence firſt. an! chen in word. 


Lift the one up, the other upward ttnds; 


If this fall down, that preſcnty deſcends: 
Turn but about the ſtone, the ite] turns too, 
Then ſtraight returns, if fo the othe: do 
And, if it ſtay, with tremblin k-eps one place, 
As if it (panting) long'd for an embrace. 
So was't with me: for, if thou merry wert, 
That mirth of thine moy J joy within wy cart: 
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I fi-h'f too, when thou didſt ſigh or frown : 


W thau vert fick, thou haſt p<rceiv'd me ſw oon; 


n being fad, have of. with forc'd delight, 
Srriv'd .o give thes content beyond my might, 

Wh. rhuu wau dſt talk, then have I talk'd with thee, 
Ar vieut been, when thou wouldit filent be. 

If © u abroad didſt go, with joy | went; 

If bone thou lov'sſt, at home was my content. 
Vea, what did to my Nature diſazree, 


I could make pleaſing, 'cauſe it pleaſed Thee. 


Th-re ſome pecuii:r thing innated is 

| That beers an uncoatrouled ſway in this; 

And not iing but itſelf, knows how to fit 

Tue mind, with that which beſt ſhall ſuit with it; 
Then wh, ſhould Parents thruſt themſelves into 
y hat they want warrant for, and power to do? 
How is it they are ſo foregetful grown, 

Gt thoie conditions, that were once their own ? 
Do the: fo doat am dit their wits perfe ion, 


To think that age and youth hath like affeftion ? 


(When 
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(When they do ſ:e *mong thoſe of equal years, 
One hateth what another moſt endeats,) 

Or do they think their wiſdoms can invent 

A thing to give, that's greater than Content? 
No, neither ſhall they wrap us in ſuch ndneſs, 
To make us thiak the ſpight they do, is kindne's, 
For as I would adviſe no Child to tray 
From the leaſt duty that he ought to pay: 
So would I alſo have him wiſely know, 
How much that duty is, &hich he oth owe; 


That knowi ig what doth unto b th belong, 


He may do them taeir ght, himſelf no wrong, 


Children owe much, nuſt confeſs *tis true, 
And a great debt is to the P. rcuts due; 

Yet if they have act io much p. wer to crave, 
Put in their own defence, the lives they gave, 
How much 4% then fhou!! they become fo cruel 
As to take from them the high priz's Jewell 
Or Liberty in chuice, whereon epends 


The main Contentment that Heaven here lends? 


Worth 


So > 
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Werth Life or Wealth n nay far more worth than either . ) 
Cr twenty choufand lives put all together, 4 


Tonr hiten Dear, if to my end it be, | 
}. all be w-lcume, cauſe it comes from Thee, 
{i 1enew my comfort ought be ſent, 


nme not loſe a minute of Content, 

1 © - precious Time is ſhort and will away, 

Let ns cnzo1 each other while we may. 

Cares the, Age creepeth on, Men ate but ſhades, 
7 21 eſien, 1.,uth decay, and Beauty fades; 

Neu tu ns come on, the old returneth never, 


It we let our go paſt, *ris paſt for ever. 1 


„ Wither's Motto” nec habeo, nec careo, nec curo. 
& Nor have I, nor want i, nor care I, is a ſpirited 
P.cm which ſacws great independance of mi: d; 
an has many Poetica! Beauties in it; but we ſhall 


not give any quotations: Nor of His Satyres which | 


ae * Abujes fiript and whipt” in 2 Books; * 
Bes 1 contains “ {he Occaſion,” „The In- | 


6 trod uctionꝰ cc Of Man” Saty re i. Of fond Love | 
J 2. Lu, | 


A. Luft, 2. Hate, 4. Envy, 5. Revenge, 6. Choler, 
P. Jealouſy, 8.Cevetouſneſs, 9. Ambition, 10. Fear, 
1. Deſpair, 12. Hope, 13. Compaſſion, 14. Cruelty, 
156. Joy, 16. Sorrow . The Concluſion.” Book 2 
Sat. 1. Vanity, 2. Inconſtancy, 3. Weakneſs, 
4. preſumption „ The Scourge. Epigrams to 
Perſons to whom the Author gave his Books. 


&« Satyre to the Ning“ whilſt in priſon, being a 
ſpirited defence of Himſelf, which had fo good ef- 
fect as to get his releaſe, 


Having now given a ſummary Account of the 
Contents of Wither's Fuvenilia, we hall conclude 
with a lift of ſuch other of his Yorks, as are known 
to the Editor to exiſt at preſent: expreſſing where 
ſuch may be found, as are not in his own poſſeſſion. 
B. M denoting The Britih Muſeum, B. The 
Bodleian Library, and H. The Collection of Mr. 
William Herbert, the indefatigable Editor ot the 
New Edition of Ames's Typography. 

9 1614 Eclogues 
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. 3662 A Triple: Pazadox. +». - - = 


- 1661 Tie Priſoner's Plea, proſe 5 82 
1654 Tuba Paciſica . 3 go 


no yet. he Scholar's Purgatory, proſe 82 B, M. 


"G4 gms by. 8 Mfr. Vide wa kd 
Davis 
N. B. Wood c „et the Fnd of Bro 3 
5. phcrd”s Pipe. there is however only one came 
mendatory Prem by, IV irhty, and another i APE, 
fixed to Br on? 4 B. ttapria”s Puforals. 
7619 Preparation for the Pfer 2 
1620 Exerciſes on the vit Pf | I 
1028 Britain's Reme:mbrancer - 12 
163% Peem on Uſury, in Blaxton's Fn glich Uſurer. 
1635 Wicher's knbiems = 2 
1541 Haleluian » 1 — 
1643 Campo Mu'z — - d? 
1643 Withzr's Remembroncer (Orcre if this is not 
* by his Anwgemit:) - - « B..M 


1845 Vox Paciſica - - 14 4 

1645 Th. Great Aſſiſes holden i in Parnaſſus Mn 
1052 The Dark Lanth rn *» 

103 i „ and Ferpetual Partizment 122 

1553 Weitiow Revi ird, à Funcial Poem £2 B. M 

1659 Saii apon dalt — 2 - #91 
1660 F des Anglicana = » 0 - -#- | 
16060 Furor Poeticus + - - - BH 
1600 Spcculum Speculativum, or Conſidering) go 4 


Glaſs; aad 9 of Bledoutam 3 5 » 
1661 Joco-lerio |} » - - 1 


Lotte y — — - f2 — 


n 


1655 S:gts5 for the Pitchers - 82 

1058 Nil Ultra = 
10 % FragmentaProphetica, ſame as above with ew ri 15 © | 

1038 Diviae Poems by way of Par -.iirafe on the Ten 
Command im uuits — „„ 44 


Lito pcloggucal Re exconkirance againſt Richard 
. "42 B. } 
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